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‘I'd do Johnny.’ 


The words echoed in his mind and James slammed his hand on the steering wheel. What the hell had Kirk 
meant by that? 


"You know exactly what he meant, you stupid fuck," James muttered aloud. "Why he said it.well, hell, that's a 
different matter." 


James rolled down the window to let the night air blow through the cab of his truck. Maybe it would help to 


clear his head. Because, right now, it was all muddled with confusing words and images of a naked Kirk. So, okay, 
he often entertained himself with thoughts of a naked Kirk. That was nothing new. But the fucking words..those 
were and they were making it hard--James touched his dick--to concentrate on the pretty pictures in his 


head. 


He touched himself again, the memory of Kirk's scent ghosting on the breeze. It was all he could do not to 
close his eyes. "Shit." He unbuttoned his jeans and eased the zipper down. He pulled out his cock, the flesh-on- 
flesh sensation making him shudder. 


"This is probably not a good idea, Hetfield" James began to tease himself. He was sure that driving and 
masturbating didn't go hand-in-hand. A laugh escaped him. It sure felt like it did to him. "Tough shit. Gonna do 
what | want anyway. Fuck driving safety tips." 

With one hand on the steering wheel, the other gripping his cock, James let his mind supply the stimulation He 
had plenty to think about. After all, tonight's movie night had given him ample material to fuel his fantasies 
for at least a week. 

He let the evening play out in his head as he continued to stroke himself. 


EEEEEEEELEELE 


"Here you go, Uli." Kirk handed the bowl of popcorn to the man sitting in the easy chair. "It's got plenty of 
butter. Just like you like it." 


“Thanks, man," Lars muttered around a mouthful of popcorn. 
"Ready for me to start the movie again?" Rob asked from the other easy chair. 
"Yeah, popcorn break's over." Kirk sat down next to James on the couch. 


The sitting arrangement was not by accident. James always made sure he sat next to Kirk, the man he loved, 


even if Kirk didn't know it. 


On this particular evening, James thought they might cuddle. "Cuddle" was probably the wrong word. More like 
Kirk clutching at him in fright. Kirk's love of horror movies was legendary and they almost always watched one 


when they were all over at his place for dinner and a movie. 


Unfortunately, tonight wasn't one of those usual nights. Kirk had to go and do the unexpected and choose Once 
Upon a Time in Mexico. Though James was disappointed--he almost always found himself with an armful of 
Kirk when they watched horror movies--he thought he might enjoy this movie. It was a western.sort of. At 
any rate, there was plenty of shoot ‘em up action and enough blood in it to make Kirk happy. 


I'd do Johnny," Kirk murmured almost in a voice too low to hear. 


But James did. It also seemed to him as if Kirk had moved closer. Their thighs were certainly touching and 
they hadn't been touching before. James would have known if they had. He was always aware of where Kirk 


was--almost hyper aware--like he had a Kirk-radar. 


James licked his lips and casually laid an arm along the back of the couch, trying to surround Kirk with his 
Jamesness without actually touching the curly-haired man. "Johnny Depp?" 


Kirk nodded, his hair brushing lightly against James’ shoulder. "Yeah, he's hot 
James glanced at his other two bandmates. Neither seemed to be paying attention to them. "Uh..." 


"Yeah." Kirk practically leaned against him. "There's something about a man who dresses all in black that's 


fucking sexy." 


The purr went straight to the heart of him and James had to clench his fists to stop himself from grabbing 
Kirk and kissing him--Rob and Lars be damned. "Yeah, | guess." 


ttttgggg 


"That was fucking smooth of you, Hetfield" James growled even as his hand moved rapidly up and down his 


cock. "He was coming on to you. You fucker. And you blew it" 


That was right, wasn't it? Kirk had been making a pass or at least that was what he thought. With Kirk being 


sex personified, he couldn't be sure. It could be wishful thinking on his part. 


"Well, you might have fucked up the evening, but at least you had Kirk close for a little while," he muttered. 


"l'Il at least have some great memories.’ And his body tightened, remembering. 


Kirk had practically snuggled against him, soft hair teasing the bare skin of his arm and shoulder exposed by 
the tank top James wore. They had been so close that Kirk's scent was sure to get into his clothes. In fact, 


the scent was still there.lingering..teasing. 


His movements increasing, he tugged and pulled at his cock, his head filled with the image of Kirk sitting within 


the crook of his arm, the sexy purr of his voice in his ear.. 


With a shout, James came. The car accelerated as the shake of his body caused him to involuntarily punch the 
gas. The steering wheel jerked in his other hand and James stomped on the brakes, letting the truck drift over 
to the side of the road 


Coming to a stop, James wiped his hand on his shirt and put the car in park. He needed to pull himself 
together. He definitely needed to clean up. "You gotta stop doing this, Hetfield, or else people will think you have 


a come-scented air freshener.” Hands trembling, he pulled his shirt off and cleaned himself and the driver's 


seat as best as he could He wiped his hand one last time and tossed the shirt onto the passenger side floor. 


"Am | fucked up or what?" he asked out loud. "I can't even get a couple of miles away from him and | have to 
jack off. l'm sick," he muttered as he laid his head against the steering wheel. "That's all there is to it. l'm a 
sick, fucked up puppy. What the fuck am | gonna do?" 


‘td do Johmy..a man in black..fucking sexy: 


"Shut up! Shut up! Stop saying those things, damn it!" James yelled, but the voice in his head continued to play 


as if on a loop. 


"Shit. Shit. Shit" Kirk had been trying to tell him something tonight. Hell, he had actually been able to cuddle 


Kirk without the pretext of a horror movie. Then there were those Johnny Depp comments. 
"Fuck!" James slammed his hand on the dashboard. He straightened up and put the car into drive. With a burst 


of acceleration, James made a dizzying U-turn, spewing gravel in his wake. "Clueless. All this time..so fucking 


clueless." He floored it. He had to get back to Kirk. 

He parked the Beast in Kirk's driveway and ran up the steps to the front door. He rang the doorbell. He wasn't 
going to be a pussy about this. He'd lost too much time already. Time to be the kick-ass, take-charge guy he 
was famous for. The rest of his life depended on it. Foot beginning to tap, he rang the doorbell again and 


knocked for good measure. 


“Alright, alright." The door opened, revealing Kirk dressed in the black running shorts from earlier. Except now 
he wasn't wearing the black t-shirt. His chest was bare. 


Oh my fucking god. He'd love to be able to see Kirk like this all of the time.preferably without the shorts, too. 


"What happened to your shirt?" Kirk asked as he gestured for James to come in. "You get hot on the way 


home?" 


He knew Kirk was teasing, but he was too flustered to think of a witty comeback. "Uh, yeah. | guess. Uh, 
actually it was dirty." 


"Dirty," Kirk repeated and then shrugged. "Okay." 
"Why aren't you wearing one?" James shot back. So much for a witty comeback. 
Kirk gave him a strange look. "| was getting ready for bed." 


"Oh," was all James could say. He couldn't take his eyes off Kirk. He licked his lips, wanting to taste that golden 


skin. 


"James?" Kirk snapped his fingers. "James, man, what are you doing here? Did you forget something?" 

James nodded. "Yeah" Still, his gaze never wavered from Kirk. 

"Okay. What was it?" Kirk offered, his voice soft. "Maybe | can help you find it" 

"Found it already." James took a step closer to Kirk 

Kirk looked up at him and raised an eyebrow. "Oh, you have?" 

There was that purr again. But this time, James decided to do something about it. "Yeah, right here." He 
grabbed Kirk's shoulders, pulling the shorter man flush against his body. Then, wrapping his arms around Kirk, 


he kissed him. 


James pulled his emotions from his very soul and poured them into the kiss. He didn't want Kirk to doubt what 
he felt. He cupped the back of Kirk's head, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss. 


Kirk's arms wound around his neck in answer and James felt the tip of a tongue sneak into his mouth. With a 


groan, he allowed the intruder to slip inside. 

A moment or two passed before they pulled away, both breathless. 

"Fuck," James breathed. "How could | have kept myself away from you for so long?" 

Kirk kissed the corner of his mouth before nuzzling at his throat. "Finally figured it out, huh?" 
James rubbed at Kirk's scalp. "Yeah. l'm a fucking idiot." 

Kirk chuckled, kissing the underside of his jaw. "I won't argue with that. Took you long enough." 
"You think you're so funny, Hamlet" 


"Well, | left you enough clues, didn't |?" Kirk rubbed a hand over James’ chest. "It isn't my fault that you didn't 
pick up on the fact that a horror movie is the perfect date movie. | finally had to resort to plan B." 


"Plan B was Johnny Depp?" James gazed down into beautiful brown eyes. 
Kirk shrugged and smiled. "I wasn't lying about that. Johnny *is* hot and | *would® do him." 
"No. You won't do him. Got it?" 


"Got it. Yeah. | won't." Kirk's curls bounced as he shook his head. "Just you.” 


"Just me," James agreed, kissing him once more. "No one else." 
"With you, | don't need anyone else." 
"Damn right." James tucked Kirk's head into his shoulder and held him tightly. "You have me now.’ 


"That's all | ever wanted." Kirk gave him a squeeze before pulling away. "Wanna go watch a movie and cuddle on 


the couch?" 
"Cuddle? Seriously, that's all you want to do?" 


"Who said that's all | wanna do?" Kirk tucked a thumb into the waistband of his shorts. He tugged a little, 


exposing more of the tattoos on his hips. 
"Don't tease me, Noisy thing. I've been waiting for this night for a long time.” 
"Aw, you know you like it” 


"Yeah, | know what | like." James let his eyes rove over the nearly naked body in front of him, unconsciously 


licking his lips. "Like it so much | want it.every inch of it" 
"IFs all yours, baby." Kirk snapped his shorts back into place. "But you're gonna have to work for it” 


James slipped his hand into Kirk's hair. Grasping the back of his head, he yanked Kirk closer and gave him a 
hard kiss. 


Kirk moaned and clutched at James's shoulders, pushing his body against him. 
James broke away, panting. "I don't think l'm gonna have to work too hard, Hamlet." 


"What are we waiting for then?" Kirk smiled and grabbed his hand. "Come on. You can tell me what really 


happened to your shirt while we watch the movie 
"What do you mean?" James asked as he followed Kirk into the den 

Kirk turned and wagged a finger at him. "What? You don't think | didn't notice the come stains on your jeans?" 
James glanced down at his pants, eyes widening. "Oh, shit: 

Kirk laughed. "Cant wait to hear all about it” 


"Some things are better kept a secret" 


Kirk reached out and traced the denim-covered outline of James' hard cock. "Yeah, but this isn't one of them." 
James grabbed the wrist, halting the agonizing torture of those dancing fingers. His movements slow and easy, 
he turned it gently behind Kirk's back. He pressed Kirk up against him, grinding his hips against the smaller 
man's. 

Kirk whimpered in answer. 

"Like that, huh?" James sucked at Kirk's neck. "You really should know better than to tease the lion, baby." 


Kirk's free hand cupped the blond head. "Please, again. Mark me..love--love living dangerously.” 


James tongued his way down Kirk's throat to the juncture of his neck and shoulder. He kissed and nipped at the 
skin, sucking it into his mouth. "Mine." 


"Yes. Yes." Kirk tugged his wrist free from James. He skimmed his fingers along James‘ arm, across his 


stomach and unbuttoned the blue jeans. 

The zipper was almost down when James pulled away. "I thought we were gonna watch a movie and cuddle." 
"James!" It was nearly a wail. "Quit being a tease.” 

“Turnabout is fair play." James tugged on a curl. "Go on. Find a DVD" 


Kirk's eyes narrowed, his lower lip sticking out just a little, but he turned around to pick a movie from his DVD 


collection. 


James grabbed at the waistband of the black shorts, exposing the shadowy cleft of Kirk's ass. Not able to 


resist temptation any longer, he reached in and caressed the golden skin 
"James?" Kirk dropped the movie he was holding. 


"You have a fucking entertainment center in your bedroom, right?" James took a step closer, his hand still 


gripping the waistband. 


Kirk looked over his shoulder, brown eyes almost black. "Sure do." He bit his lip, pulling it from under his teeth 
slowly. "If that's what you wanna call it." 


The swollen, reddened lip beckoned to him and James swooped in for a kiss. "Then grab whatever god-damned 


movie you want and let's go." 


"l'm sure I've got something upstairs that'll keep us occupied" 


‘Lead the way, Noisy Thing.” 
Kirk turned and walked up the stairs to his bedroom. 


James, still clutching his black shorts, followed. 


The End 


